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chamber. One day, when I had gone there to
look at her work, Mrs. Grace came with me, and,
after having thanked me for my kindness, she
prayed me to agree to Fanny's dining with the
other domestics and living in the house as before.
Fanny was overcome, and wept for the unhappy
Peggy and her mother. Poor Fanny! her turn was
yet to come. Mr. Henley shortly afterwards
desired me to step downstairs and to bring her
with me. We found with him in his cabinet the
father of the young farmer, Fanny's admirer.

" Madam," he said, " I have come to beg Mr.
Henley and yourself to give my son letters of
recommendation for the Indies. It is a country
where, they say, men speedily grow rich; he can
carry Miss with him there or come back to marry
her when he has become a rich gentleman. They
can do as they please; but I will never receive in
my house an idle and coquettish city doll; besides,
I should think to be drawing down the curses of
heaven upon myself, by permitting the entrance
into my family of one who by her cursed arts has
been the cause of my son's inconstancy and poor
Peggy's ruin. My son will do as he pleases, miss;
but I declare before God that he will lose both his
father and his roof if he ever sees you again,"

Fanny, pale as death, attempted to quit the
room; but her limbs trembled beneath her and
she leaned against the door. I ran immediately to
her aid and helped her back to her room. We met
Mrs. Grace on the Stair; " Your daughter is